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	1. Chapter 1

**1. NOT ENOUGH**

{Philip's point of view}

_"You don't have to do this. Just let me go and I will forget everything you have done. I won't tell Milton or anyone," she pleads with me, her dark blue eyes filling with tears._

Milton, he was the reason she had been unavailable to me lately. Not that I should be surprised, Andrea only wanted to be with me when it was beneficial for her. Once she got a better offer, she was ready to throw me out like garbage. Just like a modern day woman.

What happened to loyalty? A woman standing by her man, no matter what? I had done everything for this girl and yet that was _not enough. I wasn't enough._

Now she wanted me to pretend that our relationship had never happened, that she could just change her mind about loving me with no second thoughts.

Doesn't work that way in the adult-world, Andrea. I took care of you and now you had to replay me. Bills had to be paid. And I was ready to collect. She owed me her life.

"Unlock the door, and let me go. Please," she says again, more tears.

Her blonde curls are falling in her face, her arms up tied to the bed. We were miles away from anyone back home, and I had no doubt that no one could or would find us. What would Milton do anyways?

He is such a coward.

I think back to our first meeting at that support group. She was a twenty -two old girl whose sister had died, a real mess. Suicidal even.

My wife and daughter died about a year before and meeting Andrea changed everything for me. She was like an angel walking into my dark lonely world. Giving me a reason to smile everyday. I moved her in my home and started paying for her counseling.

I would do anything to make her better. To take care of her. Hell, I brought her a new car.

After only four months into our relationship, we flew to Vegas and got married. I could still see her standing there wearing a simple white dress, promising herself to me. I was sure, she was mine forever.

_I was wrong._

Three months into our marriage, she was pregnant. Ten months later Claire, our beautiful daughter was born. With blonde hair and blue eyes, she looked just like her momma.

I had everything I wanted, but Andrea said she needed more. She wanted to get a job.

To build something for herself.

I helped her, not knowing that would cost me everything.

Working as secretary for Milton changed everything about her. Long hours working together, those two formed a bond that no one could break. Out of the men she could have chosen to have an affair with, Milton was the last one I would expect.

Yes, he was brilliant and owned his own law firm. Still he was also socially award and not much to look at. Plus, he was my best friend. I thought he never cross that line. God was I wrong.

The two people I cared about the most had stabbed me in the back. Not only had she planned on leaving me for Milton, but she wanted to take our daughter with her.

No way in hell would that be happening.


	2. Chapter 2

2. Sick

{Andrea's point of view}

What is he going to do to me? Everyone warned me, I had rushed into this marriage.

That Philip could not be trusted. Not to marry him.

Still I didn't listen. I was gullible. I jumped into a relationship I was not ready for. And had a baby with a man I did not love.

Not in the way I loved Milton.

I did not know that type of love could exist. That there could be peace between a man and a woman. That things could be so easy.

With Philip nothing was simple, and now he was going to kill me. All because I was attempting to leave him.

In his hand is a knife, I feel the sharpness of the blade, as he brushes it against me.

"Think about Claire. If you kill me, you will be killing her mother," I said attempting to reason with him.

"You think about our daughter when you were fucking my best friend? She is better off without a mother like that that. You slut," he says, taking the knife to my skin now.

I feel the blade cutting just enough to cause a slight discomfort, and to cause blood to pour on my skin. Not enough for me to bleed to death, not yet at least.

I knew that my death would be a slow one. He wanted to torture and rape me again first. He is such a sick man.

What I did was wrong, but I did not deserve this._ No one did._

"You kill me then Claire won't have a father either. You will be in jail. Think about what you are doing. Because you don't have to do this," I pleaded with him.

But would he listen? Could anyone reason with this mad man? I see more bleed coming down my arm, and feel the sharpness of the knife once more. Did he plan on letting me bleed to death? I imagined myself laying in a huge pool of blood.

"I should stab you in the heart. Because that's what you've done to me. Damn it, Andrea! I loved you. I needed you," he says, his blue eyes dancing.

I knew he was getting off on hurting me. I feel the back of hand his slap me across the face, that does not hurt anything compared to the cuts in my skin. I close my eyes thinking of my sweet Milton. What had Philip done to him? Was Milton still alive?

My husband did not understand, I never meant for any of this to happen.

I could not help that I was draw to Milton. I never meant to fall in love with Milton, but I did.

I can hear him rambling now, something about loyalty and my betrayal. In the background of Philip's voice, I hear the radio playing When Doves cry by Prince.

Would be this last song I ever heard? Such a tragic and beautiful song that seemed to fit my life now. I would soon be all alone.

I see I am losing more blood now, I feel Philip removing my clothes again. He is going to fuck me. There was nothing I could do to stop him from violating me sexually again.

I was to weak from the blood lost to fight back. Although I do attempt to move as he moves closer to me.

"Don't fight, darling," he whispers, his voice sounding chilling. I was going to die while he is thrusting himself inside of me…..then once I am dead he will continue to go at, I think feeling helpless.

Milton, where are you? Please come save me, I think as I drift off into the darkness.


	3. Chapter 3

**3. PRISONER**

{Philip's point of view}

Andrea moans, regaining consciousness.

"You should eat," I said looking over at her in the morning light. She looks down seeing that I have cleaned her wounds and put bandages on them. I know she is shocked that I did not let her bleed to death. Hell, I am surprised myself. But I still loved her. Enough that I could not kill her.

"You didn't kill me," she whispers confused. I bring her a TV tray with breakfast on it . Some tea and a couple pieces of toast.

"No, I love you. You cuts aren't too bad. Not skin deep. Mainly just bruised. I got a little carried away. I am sorry," I said calmly.

"I should probably go to the hospital anyways. Or at least to see a doctor," she says eating a bit of the toast. She really think I was going to let her leave just like that?

I don't say anything at first, I just stare her down.

"You will be fine," I promised her.

"You aren't a doctor. So you can't say that for sure," she says putting down the toast, looking at her feet that are chained down, although her hands are free now.

"C'mon Andrea, if I take you to the hospital like this I will end up in jail. Your body is covered with cuts and bruises... But it looks worst then it really is. I promise you," I said seating down in a chair beside her.

"You are right. I don't think the police should get involved. You were upset and overreacted. But now you've calm down, right?" She says softly.

"Yes, absolutely," I said softly.

"So you are coming to unlock these things on my feet, right? And we can discuss everything reasonably. I know what happened with Milton was horrible. I should have told you the truth. Sneaking around like that was wrong, but I know we can all move on pass this. In time you will see that Milton and I can be like your family still. Even with us divorce, we can still co-parent Claire Elizabeth together," Andrea said softly.

She actually believed after everything, I would just let her go. Go to be with Milton. God, is she delusional? Or just stupid?

"Yes, I am going to unlock your feet Andrea. But not yet. I am fixing you a place where I can keep you safe and sound here with me. So I know that you won't go running away while I am not here. I mean I have to go to work without worrying about your leaving with our daughter," I said placing my hand on her face.

Her lovely face turned solid white, making her look like a ghost. She understood now. _That I was not letting her go. Ever._

"Can I call Milton? My parents? Anyone? I want to hear his voice one last time," She said knowing now she is trapped.

"Absolutely not. No more mentioning Milton around me. I swear I don't want to hear his name again," I said coldly.

"Is he still alive? Did you kill him?" She asks, I can hear the concern in her voice.

She still loves Milton, after everything I did for her. The feeling of wanting to kill her came back, but I would not act on it this time.

"Maybe I did," I said wickedly.

"You didn't. Tell me Milton is okay," She pleaded.

"He is for now. As long as you do what I say," I threaten her.

"You can't keep me here like a prisoner!" Andrea screams loudly.

"Calm down, Andrea. You aren't a prisoner here. You are my guest," I said softly kissing her cheek.

She turns her face, giving me the cold shoulder. In time I would teach her how to behave around me. I could crush her rebellious spirit and she would learn how a wife should act around her husband.

"Go to hell," Andrea says throwing her tray of food on the floor, the glass breaking causing a loud noise as it hits the floor.

"You will regret that Andrea. The sooner you stop fighting me, the easier things will be for you," I said leaving the room before I lost control again.


	4. Chapter 4

**4. GUILTY**

{Milton's point of view}

_I hate to admit it, but the first time I saw Andrea that was it for me. Instant attraction._

"Milton this is my fiancée, Andrea Harrison," Philip said introducing me to her at their small engagement party. The smile on his face said it all. My best friend was madly in love with this beautiful girl. Was not hard to see why. She was breathtaking, wearing a sleeves purple dress that showed off her tan skin and fantastic figure. I could not keep my eyes off her.

"Nice to meet you Milton. Philip says you have your own law firm. I actually was majoring in political science before I dropped out of college," She says looking at the floor. I look closely at her angelic face, big blue eyes, and that blonde hair that was pulled up in a ponytail.

Why did I have the urge to touch that shiny blonde hair of hers? I never felt this way before. If only she was not going to marry my best friend.

If I only had met her first. _If only…_

"Well you can still go. Don't sell yourself short," I said grinning at her.

"Not for awhile. She is going to busy taking care of our children," Philip said quickly dismissing the idea of what she actually wanted.

"So kids already? You think that is a little fast? I mean you two just meet two months ago," I said concerned.

This girl couldn't be much older than twenty, and had her whole life ahead of her. I knew Philip is a good-looking man with a decent paying job, but shouldn't she be out experiencing life instead of rushing into this marriage and having babies?

I would tell her this myself, but I knew Philip needed this. After losing his wife and daughter in that horrible car accident, he deserves a stable relationship with a beautiful woman._ What kind of friend would try to take that from him?_

"Life is short. Philip and I don't want to wait. We don't know how long we have together. So we want to take all that love and make a baby. I will have time for college later," Andrea says out loud, but the tone in voice does not sound convincing.

She is pretending to want what he wants, I thought.

"Isn't she isn't absolutely adorable? I really lucked out meeting this one," Philip said putting his arms around her. Even though the look mismatched, her in the soft purple dress and him wearing all black suit looking like Johnny Cash, I could not deny that were an attractive looking couple.

I left the party feeling guilty about being so attracted to Philip's future wife. You will get over it, I told myself. This is just an infatuation. She is not for you, I told myself.

Clearly I had not because I was standing here dialing Andrea's number on my cell phone again. I had not heard from her in two days and I was concerned. What if she had decided to stay with Philip instead of going through with the divorce?

Or worst, what if Philip is keeping her from me?


	5. Chapter 5

**5. ANSWERS**

_Philip had tricked me into meeting him. I should have known he would not just sign the divorcee papers without a fight. Still planning on killing me, was not something I thought he was capable of. I knew he was controlling and had isolated me from almost everyone. However, I did not believe that he would attempt to kill me and hold me prisoner against my will._

Looking around the room, I knew that this was not the home Philip and I shared. He had taken me somewhere else. But where? Where was I? Where was Milton? And where the hell is my daughter?

Philip is the only one who could answer these questions. But would he? Probably not, I decided looking at my feet still locked to this bed. Soon he return and force me to have intercourse with him, I thought disgusted. I had been gone three days, and every night he would come in forcing himself on me. I thought my begging and pleading would make it difficult to continue thrusting himself inside me. Instead, Philip seem to be turned on by hurting me.

Because you hurt Philip. Now he wants revenge. My affair with Milton destroyed him, I decided. _Now he is a monster._

I closed my eyes drifting back to just three days ago when I was in Milton's arms.

"So are you still going to tell him today?" Milton asked me softly that morning when I arrived at work.

"Yes," I said decidedly, it was beyond time for me to end my marriage. I could not go on like this. It was not fair to Philip, Milton, or myself.

"Maybe we should wait. At least till after **Valentine's Day**. I mean you don't know Philip like I do. He is a good man and does not deserve this," Milton said pushing up his glasses.

I looked over at his sweet face, I knew he was uncertain if we had a future together. I was not, I knew we belonged together.

"Claire is turning three next month, and we been seeing each other since she was a year old. We have waited two years to tell him. We both tried and failed to stop seeing each other. I know that this is not the perfect time, but we have to tell him. We decided we would tell him. Remember you printed out the divorcee papers for me to get him to sign? We can do this Milton. Philip won't like it, but he will move on. I care about my husband, but you are the love of my life," I said looking into blue eyes underneath his glasses.

"I love you too Andrea," Milton said putting his hand on my shoulder. I moved closer placing my lips against his. Softly we kissed each other, not wanting to pull away. Sadly, I moved from his arms, grabbing the papers from his desk.

"I am going to tell Philip now. Then after he signs the divorcee paper, I will come back here. We can have our first Valentines' day together. Our life together will begin in just a few hours," I promised him.

"Andrea are you sure we should not wait until after the holiday?" Milton said doubting me again.

"In a few hours, I will return. We will lay in bed watching Breaking Bad," I promised kissing him one last time. And that was the last time I saw him.

I opened my eyes, awakening from dreams about Milton because I hear him in the room.

I move up on the bed, prepared for whatever Philip was going to do next.

"I have almost finished everything up for you. I will start my new job next week, and I wanted you to be able to move around," he says softly setting on the bed beside me.

I knew he was talking about the room he planned to lock me up in. He started rambling about that yesterday, and now he was mentioning a new job. I guess he quit his other job at the school as principal and basketball coach.

I knew that he had applied for other positions at other schools away from Georgia. Had he gotten a position and moved us away? Obviously so. How would I get back to Milton if I did not know where I was ? I knew Philip would not tell me our location, so I decided to try to get him to talk about Claire.

"Who will watch Claire while you are at work? Did you leave her with your parents?" I said quietly. I knew one wrong word could set him off.

"Yes she is with her grandparents, but they will be bringing her to us in the next few days. I knew you want to celebrate her birthday," he whispers.

So his new plan is too lock me up and pretend that we are still a family. God what was wrong with him? Could he not see this was not fair to anyone?

I had no choice but to try to go along with it. For now. Still I could not stand to be anywhere near this man.

"I am ready to see her," I said warmly.

"Yes, but I am glad we will have some more time alone," He says pressing his lips against mine. I force myself to kiss him back. I needed to have my daughter with me. So I was attempting to make nice with him for now.


End file.
